72                ENGLAND'S   HOUR

Like the rest -of the children in the train,
Richard and Hilary remain philosophical, even
with regard to the dangers that they may en-
counter on the way to Montreal.

"Wonder if we'll meet any submarines?"
speculates Richard, voicing with no inhibition of
fear the secret dread that tears at our hearts,
challenging our resolution, making us perpetu-
ally uncertain whether we have acted for the
best. It is the parents, not the children, who are
suffering; at least we can thank God for that.
As the crowded train rolls inexorably onwards,
'- the hackneyed verse of a familiar hymn seems
* to beat dnto my brain with the roar of the
wheels,

" If Thou should'st ask me to resign
What most I prize, it ne'er was mine.
I only yield Thee what is Thine.
Thy Will be done!"

At the docks we are ushered into a large
covered shed, to wait for what seem indefinite
hours till the immigration officials arrive. Tired
out already by the long train journey, the dozens
of babies lift their voices one by one in loud wails
of protest, and soon the dock resembles the
parrot-house at,the Zoo* Looking up and down
the huge enclosure at two or three hundred
weary older children sitting with mute resig-
nation beside their suitcases, we conclude that